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the doctrines of their microscopic sect are based on
some strange little heresy that has persisted in odd
corners, among bakers and saddlers in obscure towns,
for centuries; and it is more than likely that there is
much talk of the end of the world and the coming
reign of the saints in the meetings of the sect. For all
their quietness and mild glances, however, there was
an apocalyptic gleam in their eyes, particularly in
those of the younger man, and their beards had not
sprouted on behalf of any shallow, time-serving sort
of creed. Perhaps they knew the very date when the
world was to be withered away and the stars were to
drop from the sky like rotten fruit, and had travelled
many a league with their soap-box to give us warning;
perhaps they were there ready to barter an eternity
of bliss for half-an-hour of our attention, and, because
we did not choose to listen, already saw the angel of
death making ready his sword above our heads. But
no, if they believed that things were at such a des-
perate pass, surely they would not have been so calm,
surely they would have raised their voices and not
allowed every roaring fool in the park to catch the
attention of the doomed city.

4 The woman did not speak, though, like the rest, she
occasionally nodded her head in approbation. She was
a sturdy middle-aged woman, who looked better fed
and more sensible than her men-folk. Undoubtedly
she had come with one of the men, and was probably
his mother, wife or sister; she had accepted the creed
when she accepted the personal relation, and being a